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Castle. There are many places with wilder charm or more
historic interest; but for what can only be termed " sleek beauty "
Rio is incomparable. Every portion of the scenery is right,
there are no parts of it which the eye consciously or unconsciously
omits, and in whichever direction the gazer looks his aesthetic
sense is satisfied. The shore-line disdains monotony and breaks
itself into bays and islands. The great mountains, though they
may lose in quiet dignity, range themselves in weird and striking
shapes which attract the eye, while the verdure fulfils its purpose
of showing off their beauty, here clothing a hillside with forest,
there leaving bare a towering cliff. The white buildings which
wander up hill and down dale are clean and prosperous, neither
too new nor too old; they surround bays and stretch out to
islands, not in oppressive continuity, but broken with the surface
of the ground, while the gardens and boulevards with their
tropical foliage know just how to intersperse themselves at the
right intervals. The sun and air also appreciate their share in
the situation, and flood mountain and water, verdure and the
work of man, with wonderful transparent light, till the whole
shines pure and soft, blue and green, like an opal. The night
is not less beautiful; then the summits of the mountains show
dark against the sky, myriads of lights outline the near bays,
shine out from the islands and twinkle irregularly up the hillsides,
while from the further shore another galaxy are reflected half-way
across the still dark water. The whole gives the impression of
some magic scene in the Arabian Nights lit up for a great fiesta*
Rio is wonderful, marvellous; it leaves one like the Queen of
Sheba; and yet—when I am dead I hope that I may return and
visit the little bay of Santa Cruz, I know I shall pass by Rio
de Janeiro.
The old part of the city is composed of narrow and noisy
lanes, but the new boulevards are fine and broad. We did the
usual sightseeing, with the details of which it is not proposed
to trouble the reader. We had the pleasure of eajoyfog the
hospitality of our Minister, Sir W. Haggard; but to my dis-
appointment, for I had been looking forward for weeks to some
feminine society, Lady Haggard was in England, and everyone
else seemed to be a bachelor* By the most kind care of the
British Consul, Mr, Hamblocfc, we had a memorable motor drive
of some seventy miles through the mountains to the west of the

